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PS. Ive already posted a couple of chapters of this story, but now l'm going to finish it =) 


Elisabeth had a really nasty day at school, ever since the first class. She came home, throwing her bag tiredly 
near the door of her room, and decided that a new fic would be exactly she needed to perk up her mood. She 
looked with a blissful sigh at the wall, covered entirely with posters of Metallica, then she headed to the 
kitchen. Her favorite cup needed to be washed, because it still had stains from her morning coffee. She couldn't 
choose for a while what she'd like to have for a dinner and creative fuel as well. So Lis poured herself a tea in 
the same cup with the Metallica logo, which was already clean, and made a multistory sandwich with ham 


before taking the laptop in her hands. 


How could she know that according to the Aztec calendar today was the day when everything written by the 


dark-haired girl would come true? It happens once in 500 years, and the ancient Aztecs themselves could 


hardly imagine the hobbies of the 2010 girls.so without any worries she started to write about her favorite 
TBA era. It wasn't that she really cared about the studio's interior, or any other technical details. She began 
with a description of their appearances. She could write about that for hours! Because they all were sooo 
pretty! James was so..so strong, so commanding! Kirk was so graceful, thin and finely-cut. And Lars..oh, Lars.. 
The girl shifted her gaze to the poster and stuck to it for a couple of minutes. Then she looked at Jason and 
her smile disappeared. Jason was..Jason Just Jason. But she decided not to waste any time, ‘cause she still had 
to do her algebra homework! And her fingers already were running along the keyboard all the way. Little did 
she know that 20 years ago, in 1990, the poor guys from the band would be victims of her fantasy, literally 
living all the things that would appear on the Microsoft Word's page. 


eR 


California hadn't seen such a thunderstorm for a very long time. Metallica and its producer weren't in the 
mood. It was clear as a day for anyone who would come in there. More likely this stranger would excuse 


himself and immediately escape out of harm's way. 


The reason wasn't in the nasty weather, just another creative argument, which happened pretty often during 
the recording of this album, being really painful and endless. 

Suddenly, a horrible thunder blast sounded, and "One On One" sank into darkness for an instant. Lars had 
scarcely said "fuck", when the light appeared again. Once the guys looked at each other, they didn't know 
whether to freak out or to burst out laughing. They exclaimed in chorus: "What the fuck?" 


Bob Rock, as always being behind the glass, examined the guys in shock and amusement. Something undoubtedly 
happened to them, or, alternatively, something happened to Bob Rock's eyes..or the guys changed beyond 
recognition for real. It seemed like they noticed it themselves, looking over each other and exclaiming something 


excitedly. 


James became even taller, his stature looked way more massive. Now he could compete with Danzig or Jean- 
Claude Van Damme in stature. It looked like the sun had faded his hair, though they were more shipshaped. 
Quite a dreamboat from a Chick Lit cover: long, crinkly, blond strands, blue eyes, which became even brighter, 


and massive muscles. 


Kirk eyed quizzically his thin arms, and they were really too thin.though his skin color became a few shades 
darker. Now he took after a very swarthy Mexican teenager. His lips suffered the most of these changes - 
they were big and plump. 


Jason looked normal and didn't draw any attention. Actually Bob did want to look at him, but he couldn't get the 


whole picture. 


Lars' appearance underwent the biggest changes, and now he seriously could be mistaken for a girl. First of all, 
he looked ten years younger, second, everything in him was attractive and charming. With such long, 


voluminous and silky hair he could easily get a job in a shampoo ad. 


At that, Bob was about to push the loudspeaker button and ask what the hell was going on and what the 


mascaraed did they make, but he became speechless, finding out that there was nothing at the mixing board 
except that very button He was searching in fear for wires, knobs and triggers, which had been there all over 
the place. What now? It definitely was a sabotage attack! Somebody tried to disrupt the recording! And if any 
of these assholes had done that, they would be in big trouble.. 

"Randy!" He shouted, getting himself together. 

And he immediately understood that he was absolutely alone behind the dash board. There was no one from 
the crew, although he remembered very clearly that before the blackout, there were at least three people 
around. 


However his thoughts were interrupted by a cry beyond the glass. 


"What the fuck has happened to us?! Why does Kirk look like a Mexican dystrophic and James like a fucking top 


model?!" Lars was screaming. 

"Look who's talking!" James gave back. "Now you not only behave like a bitch, but look like it too!" 

"Say it again dickhead?" Lars immediately raised his hackles. 

"Seriously!" Kirk interfered, still looking at his hands. "Seems like out all of us, only Jason looks normal." 


At that moment everyone looked at Newsted. And Newsted realized with fear, that he couldn't open his mouth. 


Literally. He just mooed something incoherently in response, throwing his arms about. 


"Guys, I'm scared." Ulrich looked askew at him, frowning. "Just give him some pen and a paper already, what 
he's mooing about?" 


Jason quickly started to dash something off in the notebook, just wresting from their grasp all those writing 
implements. The guys surrounded him, looking over his shoulder. Hammett exhaled in amusement, expressing 


everybody else's reaction, when everything Jason was writing got absorbed by paper, leaving it virgin snow. 


The bassist's eyes filled with a pure fear, and he started to moo even louder. The guys exchanged looks. 
Bob Rock burst into the room. 
‘If it's youl.. | don't know how you did that.but if its." 


"Bob..you're like." James pointed uncertainly at his hair. Not expecting anything good, the producer slowly 


touched his mane, which obviously was a few inches shorter. 
"Hey.l've never noticed that your eyes are hazel.” Lars said, confused. 


"Wait, what?" Rock exclaimed, preferring not to think what had suddenly happened to his appearance. "You 
couldn't do that.it's all. maybe somebody just..you know, like got us high?" He suggested awkwardly. 


"Mmffmmnnnfn!" Everyone shifted their eyes to Jason. He looked at them back, showing with his hands in the 
air something he'd just mooed. Silence fell. Now four pairs of quizzical eyes looked at him. "MMFM! NFNNM! M!" 


The guys exchanged glances again, turning their backs on Jason. The first who broke the silence was Hammett. 
"Let's just get out of here?.." 


Everyone darted off to the exit. Though, it turned out that the building didn't have any exit, or window, and it 


seemed like the walls weren't supposed to have any holes except the narrow air-shafts. 

"Okay, don't panic" Hetfield tried to get things under control. "Let's just wait until it comes down" 

"You think it's a kinda shared brain fart?" the drummer asked 

"How else would you explain lack of the exits in five rooms, which had been there in the morning?!" 
Nobody had an answer to that. 

"What are we gonna do?" Bob asked 

"No fucking idea.!, personally, am gonna drink some beer: 

However, as soon as he made a few steps in the direction of the kitchen, he was flipped through a 180°. 
"You know, | suddenly got the feeling to keep recording the album." James said awkwardly. 

"Me tool" The rest said in chorus. M mfmnm!" said Jason) 

Xk% 

I hour affer. 

'Lars.LARS! Quit pounding on it like a psycholll 

"Fuck you, Hetfield! | don't know myself what the hell lm doing!" 

"Finally you admitted that!" 

"Guys, shut up.l can't play at all, all the strings on my guitar have the same diameter!" Hammett complained 


"And mine doesn't have pick-ups..but it sounds anyway!" James angrily threw the guitar on the floor as if it 
were Satan's child 


"MMEFNENII!" 

"YEAH, Jason.very informative." Lars waved off in annoyance. 

"Hammett! Why the hell you don't know how to play properly?!" With reference to nothing at all Bob Rock 
began to shout at him, and he did so in such a ferocious manner that it made everyone jump out of their skin. 
"Write another solo!!!" 

"But.it wasn't.it wasn't a solo, it was the rhythm part from Motorbreath.." 

| know nothing and care less! Just make another sololll" 

Lars gave a screw-loose sign behind producer's back. 

"Don't you dare shout at him!" Hetfield raised in a very pretentious way. "I won't let you hurt my friend..no! 
My brother! We're all like brothers! We went through a lot of things together! He was there for me in very 


difficult times! Nothing could unsolder our bonds!" 


Lars stood up and began to applaud ostentatiously, rolling his eyes. Meanwhile, it seemed like Hetfield himself 
didn't understand what he had just said. Although there was the sound of a sob somewhere from the side. 


"Hey, Kirk, why are you crying?" Lars called him. 

"| don't know.." the axe-man hiccuped. "It was so touching!" 

Suddenly something inside of Ulrich jerked him and he darted to Hammett, locking him tightly in his arms. Kirk 
nestled against his shoulder, unable to stop this hysterical flow of tears, the reason for which he couldn't 
understand himself. And Lars stroked his back too insistently, kissing the top of his head without really wanting 
that. 

"What are you doing? Fuck off, Lars." Hammett sobbed. 


| can't!" And then he added breathy. "You're so beautiful, when you cry..What?! What did | just say?!?!" 


After that, Lars jumped away from the guitar player like a scalded cat, shaking the air with such a revoltingly 
gross expletive that even Hetfield dropped his jaw. 


"Its insane.." Bob buried his face in his hands. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 

Disclaimer: This story is a complete fiction | don't know these people personally and there's no intention to 
offend or disrespect anyone. | make no profit from this either. Many thanks to my beta Augustinell! English 
isn't my native language, so she helps A LOT! 


Bob Rock would have escaped this madhouse with pleasure, but it wasn't even about the lack of a door; every 
time he tried to get up, something literally made him fall kerflop back into the chair. 

Every half hour he, hating himself for it, pressed this stupid button of the loudspeaker and yelled at everyone 
in an unnatural voice. Metallica behind the glass could hardly keep themselves from coming in and knocking him 
off. The only thing that deterred them from doing it was the understanding that it wasn't his fault. And no 


one's fault, actually. The guys were tired as fuck of Rock's stupid phrases, which didn't make any sense. 


Generally all his advice was for them to play "more lively" and "more interesting.” 


The guys could hardly hold flushed and panting Lars who, against his will, had been playing double bass without 
a pause for a half of an hour while Bob constantly shouted "faster!" and "keep the tempol” 


However, Kirk was the one who suffered the most. Their producer yelled at him "play better" even when Kirk 
wasn't holding his guitar at all 


"Seems like he doesn’t only pick on Jason," James noted dismally. At that, Newsted smiled happily at them and 
showed them his middle finger. 


Í hour later 

Lars, propping his cheek on his hand, gloomily eyed James, who acted even more weird than during the last two 
hours. He constantly burped, farted, spit on the floor and scratched himself. And he did that in a very 
exaggerated way, as if trying his best to prove his manhood. 

"Maybe it's enough to scratch your balls already, Hetfield? Or did you get the clap?" 

James sighed. 

lm tired myself.” 


"Oh, how unfortunate! Hetfield's tired of farting! Hurry, call CNN!" 


"Shut your face, Ulrich! We'll see what YOU'RE gonna up to..and I'm gonna take a shower," he added, grumbling 


before leaving, "let the hot streams of water wash the tension out of my stiff muscles.” 
Lars turned to Kirk and gave a meaningful nod at Hetfield. Kirk sighed knowingly. Actually he was in a weird 


melancholic state of mood. The drummer didn't even know what to think about it..was it just sadness, or 
another of his foibles? 


"Now what's wrong with you, Kirk?" the Dane asked. 
Then, feeling a strange phrase simmering on his tongue, he closed his eyes with his palm and said helplessly: "I 
see the grief clouded your beautiful eyes.” 


Kirk cocked his head and hugged his knees to his chest. 


"Lars, | think I'll nut up right now." he said in the same melancholic manner, only now rocking slightly back and 


forth. 


Lis wrote ecstatically how Lars raised from the drum kit and sat on Kirk's lap, but then she remembered that Kirk 


was hugging his knees. 


Lars hardly managed to get down from Hammett, almost climbing to his head before that. The yelling of Bob 
Rock didn't calm down in the background. 


"Play, fuckers! Play!" 


"Don't pay attention, he's out of his mind.like all of us" Ulrich tried to cheer him up, still doubting the 


emotional state of the solo guitarist. 
"Thanks, Larsie, you always support me." Hammett mumbled. 


"Larsie?" Lars screwed up his face. Kirk just shook his head. He doubted that he still could be surprised by 
anything today. 


Suddenly, some unknown force made Lars and Kirk draw near to each other in a very unmistakable way. And 
they realized in terror, that their lips were getting dangerously close. Lars put out his tongue for some 
reason.. 

A warning moo was heard from the corner. 

Fortunately, at that very moment, Hetfield came out the shower. And again he did so in a very pretentious 
way. First of all, he had only a narrow towel around his hips, second, the thick clouds of the steam could be 


seen behind him. Everyone looked at him askew. 


"Not a word!" the vocalist warned them. 


‘Its clear anyway, dude." Then Lars's look dropped to the bulging towel, which told quite a story. "Wow! Are 


you so glad to see us?" 


‘Or maybe your fucking slutty shorts?!" Hetfield snapped back, getting furious because he had been doing 
anything but washing in the shower. 


"Hey! Everything's okay with my sho.." Lars looked down and his first thought was that he forgot to put 
anything on at all However, the reflexion in the glass told him that he did have shorts, but their size was 
hardly larger than girly panties. "Now what the hell is that?! What the FUCKING hell is THAT?!" 


However, his anger started to change the other way round. The guys carefully eyed how their explosive 


drummer hung his head and slouched his shoulders, going out to the next room. 
“Ammm..maybe we should, you know?.. anything can happen" Hammett said anxiously. 


"Yeah, I'm gonna check on him. Just in case he would try to shoot himself dead out of his finger." Hetfield 
rolled his eyes. 


The girl saw kinda the same scene in a movie, so she thought itd be a great idea to write something like that. 


Without any doubt itd be a very dramatic and emotional moment! 

James came into a dim room where were all kinds of shit was laying around. And he didn't care that they'd 
never seen this room before. The most important thing was that Ulrich was sitting there, slightly illuminated 
by a bluish shade of moonlight, which was odd considering that it supposed to be daytime now and there still 


was no sign of any window there. 


"Are you all right?" James came closer and was surprised to find tears on his friend's face. They shimmered 


on his girly-smooth cheeks. 


"Why do you hate me so much?." the Dane asked him very seriously. So seriously that now Hetfield couldn't 
identify whether he was out of his mind or offended for real. 


"Don't be stupid! Whatever gave you that idea?" James sat near him, putting his hand on his shoulder. 
"You always yell at me, try To pick on me." Lars said quietly, giving a scarcely heard sob. 


"And so do you." The singer didn't know how to behave or what to do. Lars had never cried in the studio 
because of them screaming at each other. 


"Do you really want to pretend nothing's going on." Ulrich turned to him, shocking with his large wet lashes 


bordering his unnaturally green eyes. 


"And w-what.what's going on?" James swallowed hard, fearful of his own inner impulses. He was watching in 


terror how his hand raised by its own will and his fingers gently stroked Lars's cheekbone, wiping away the 


trace of tears. 
"| love you... 


RK 


After fifteen minutes Hammett almost fell from his chair when his bandmates, who had recently gone into 


that tiny room, burst out of there screaming. 


"Never! You hear me? DON'T YOU EVER DARE SHOVE YOUR HANDS IN MY PANTIES..whatsename..SHORTS! Is 


that clear, Hetfield?!" Lars yelled. Hammett had never seen him in such a furious state. 

"You were the first to put your fucking tongue in my mouth!" shouted James, getting crimson. 
"And you didn't resist!" 

‘Guys, shut upl!l" 

The drummer and the singer closed their mouths and noticed Hammett. 

"You made my ears lose virginity..so just sit down and shut up.." 

EK 


"Maybe you need a bleach and a brush?" Lars offered in annoyance, watching Hetfield wipe his mouth with his 
hand for half an hour now. He even felt hurt by that. The frontman answered him with his middle finger. 


"Why does nobody play?! Now then, take your instruments and start playing!" Rock shouted, croaking. 


James broke down and, stomping heavily across the studio, ripped off the wire leading to the loudspeaker. The 
shouts went down, and Bob himself tiredly put his head on the board, saying: "Thank God.” 


"What do you think? How long will we be tripping like that?" the solo guitarist said in a flat tone. 


"Mmmfnf m mmnnf." Jason lifted his hands in dismay. 
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Chapter 3. (POOR LARSII) 

"Maybe we should at least milk him, ‘cause maybe that's why he's walking and mooing in vain." 
Lars said, sighing when he heard how Newsted made a slam-bang effort to start speaking 
Hetfield winced at that offer. 


"If it won't stop, l'm leaving the band!" Kirk's eyes filled with large tears again. It had to be said that his eyelids 


had already became swollen because of constant crying. 
"Yeah, right. Try to leave the studio first" Hetfield replied skeptically. 


"Don't be so rude to him. You don't think about his feelings at alll" Lars raised, saying these phrases with a 


dramatic voice, just like a bad actor would do. 
"And you go put on some pants, this is not a Mini bikini contest here." 
Suddenly, a terrible rumble sounded, it was so loud that everyone startled in their seats. 


"| guess Newsted fell to Hell" James chuckled, but then he stood up, putting his lOth bottle of beer on the 


floor. 


"Call me if it's something serious." Lars said and went to take a new selection of drumsticks, which were on the 


shelf in the further corner. 


Kirk and James entered the room and, to their surprise, didn’t find anybody or anything there, neither Newsted 


nor any mess, which was clearly there yesterday during Lars's depression 
Kirk shrieked hysterically: 


"Now we're gonna disappear one by one!" 


James was about to say something, but at that very moment they heard Bob Rock's plaintive cry. The guys 
made a dash back to the rehearsal room. The man produced some inhuman desperate wail, kneeling beside Lars. 
He was whinging, lifting up his eyes to heaven, and cried in a very movie-like manner: 

"Noo00000000000lll" 


"Oh my god, what happened?" To his surprise, Kirk said that absolutely normally. 


James was downright scared, seeing Lars in a puddle of blood. The guys rushed to him. Absolutely pale Bob 


Rock looked at them and answered in a normal voice. 


"God, | don't know how that happened, he suddenly slipped on a flat surface, and when | got here, there was 
this sea of blood." 


Lis didnt know for sure what trauma could that be and decided just to think about that detail later. Or better fo 
ask Katty, who studied medicine. She could get back to this scene anytime. 


James fell to his knees in front of Bob Rock and wanted to ask something adequate but instead started to say 
some sappy stuff, though there were completely other phrases in his head. 


Kirk shushed them: 
"Knock it of fl He wants to tell us something..what is it, Larsie?" 
"Stop wailing, idiots." Lars croaked, licking his dry lips. 


James tried to examine Lars quickly. He started to pull the drummer's t-shirt off, because losing so much 


blood should've meant that the wound was huge. 

"Hurry! Call qQ 

Bob Rock dashed to the phone. 

"But we don't have any phone!" 

Lars tried to get up, but James pressed his hand to the guy's chest, keeping him in place. 
"You have to rest now, welll call a doctor." 

"Hetfield, hands off. Ive already told you not to paw me over" He hissed 


‘Oh, I'm sorry, you're in pain." James hastened to take his hands off. 


‘lm fucking tired of that shit! | just hit my knee!" 
Kirk looked at James ruefully. 
"He is delirious." 


"Is you who's delirious." Lars tried to push everyone out of his way. He wanted to get up by himself, but his 
body didn't want to obey, and also he felt a stab of tiredness. 


James lifted Lars in his arms and carried him to the couch. 
lm not a pussy. Don't carry me like that!" 


But Hetfield himself didn't know why he did that. To all of Lars's protests, he told him to shut up and not 


hinder them examining him. 


XX% 
After a while. 


Kirk, Bob, and James were sitting there at a complete loss, because they hadn't noticed any injury on Lars's 
body, except that small scratch on his knee. However, even more awful things began to happen to him, and still 
everyone was perfectly aware that this small wound just couldn't cause THESE kinds of consequences. He felt 
hot and cold all over, but then he started to cough and wheeze for no reason James got some bandages and 
bandaged Lars' scratched knee. So now, at intervals of half an hour, scary red stains appeared on the white 
surface, obviously larger than they should be. 


Bob Rock (by the way, now he had really long hair, which touched his lower back) didn't know what to do and 
tried to find any sign of the phone. They had already had lost their bass player who-knows-where, and 
according to what was going on with Ulrich, they could lose their whole rhythm section 

Kirk kept busy too; he fished something out of his pocket and examined it gravely. James glanced at him. 
"Hey, what's this?" 

"iPhone," Hammett replied casually, and kept poking some flat thing. 

"Iph..what?l" 


"Fuck of fl | don't know what it is or where | got it from, but | get in the Wikipedia and.." 


"You got where?" Hetfield looked at him as if he was insane. 


Kirk waved him off and sat near him without tearing his eyes off of the "iPhone." 


If we get all Lars’ symptoms together, it will fit under at least 132 diseases, five of which have been 


encountered in history only once...” 


"Know what? Get out of that your ‘pedia’ and go with Bob to try and find some medicine in that goddamned 
place. | managed to find only a year's supply of bandages. At this juncture we can make only a mummy out of 


him!" 


Hammett dragged himself depressingly in the direction of the corridor, taking the quieted producer with him. 
And Lars was insuffer ably glad for that, because now he could finally fall asleep. Though, as it turned out, he 
got excited to soon For some reason James decided to pour out his heart, took his hand and started to retell 
him all their lives, suspiciously sniffing. Maybe some other day Lars would be touched by such tender care, 
but everything Hetfield was telling him now was so out of his style it made him sick. And then he started to 
sing ‘Nothing Else Matters: 


"Stop! What the hell is wrong with you?!" Lars burst out. "Well yeah, that's a stupid question today, but 
anyway..| have a one blinger of a headache, may | just catch my sleep? Why are you singing at all? Have you 
watched too many soppy films lately?" 


James sang the same tune in response: 


"| don't know the hell | sing..l don't know the hell is wrong. don't know where're Kirk and Bob, and nothing else 


matters..yeah!" 


Lars turned to the other side and covered his head with the pillow. 


